SOME LETTERS OF
tinctness. I blush with shame when I reflect that a scribbled postcard from Viareggio, which you probably never got, is the only sign of remembrance and gratitude I have made since our good times at Cortina and thereabouts. But to my heart my heart was voluble.
Thanks for the pictures; they fall cool and lovely on an eye grown horny with animadversive gazing upon Chicago art and nature. I find to my considerable depression that Chicago does not subdue me to her graces any more masterfully than she did two years ago. Indeed, these last six months have made me almost as fanatically homesick for civilization as my former seven quarters succeeded in doing. I lay it, stoutly, to a higher organization of the sensorium, but I inwardly suspect that it is owing to a depleted sand. In either case, release is at hand; I leave in less than a month for New York. I should have let you know ere this that Spain is out of the question for me this year. In the first place I have n't the cash, in the second, my Milton is not yet completed, and in the third, the climacteric, I want to get a little volume of verse ready for press before fall at latest. The Masque, of which you make friendly inquiry, is so far as
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